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Este Poemario esta dedicado poe encima de todo 

a mi abuela Cuca 
que su espiritu eterno 
ilumine nuestra vida 
en esta tierra. 


This Poetry is dedicated above all 
to Grandma Cuca 

May her eternal spirit guide us 
on this earth. 



SPIRAL 



I. Intersticio 


Interior es 

Vacio como el Universo que nos sostiene 
eterno como la oscuridad creadora de materia 
Nicho de la semilla que por ser se nutre 
Cuerpos proveniente de dos 
y que un vacio les acaricia como 
El viento infinito de marzo. 

Entropia de nuestra existencia 

particulas de un todo Universal 

Conciencia del todo bello natural de esta tierra 

que se adentra por el conocimiento propio de la 

1iberacion. 

Distorsiones de la Flor que se adentra al sexo 

Y Que se acumulan en el cuerpo del tercer ojo 
Distorsion demente 

Antena de pensamientos 

Y asi elevar. 

Nuestro centro tierra de los 90 
circuito de generaciones con una 
Misma forma habitual 



Asi nuestro interior llama como la luz se extiende 
del cuerpo tierra, vena del sol late en 
El ser dentro de la oscuridad del vacio inmenso 
De presente y se extiende a tu alrededor como 
Los petalos de una flor en el infinito mes de 
abr i 1. 

Luz del Sol que se expande en los cielos como una 
explosion in interminable de tu ser 
Adentrandose 

Luz de Sol que refleja en las aguas de el Rio inmortal 

Pies de anhelo hacia el mundo 

Profundidades de la corriente 

Me despertaran de este sueno 

que hizo de mi la voz de mi 

Intencion de vida 

Recuerdo las aguas 

humectan Las palmas de mis pies 

Se abren en libro 

Por el rio Gangas. 

Aliento de las aguas Profundas 
Que despiertan del sueno, 
lagrimas del rio salen de mis ojos 
al sentir mi alma desatada 
Claustro de mi alma 
metodos psicoticos de causa exterior 



Desahogada 

Las paginas del libro al aire 
Se mueven como palmas 
Suenan las alas de los pajaros 
Los techos del cielo sabio 
Desahogada 

Las venas del sol 
aire del silencio 

automoviles y el oro negro bajo la tierra 

frecuencias de las deidades codificadas 

nutren a seres de la tierra 

El aire limpio del silencio absoluto 

De las olas de un girar 

Arbol ramifica sus constelaciones 

la tierra externa de concreto piedra 

informacion de television 

paredes energeticas para el ser humano. 

En un Om infinito se encuentra el vacio de vida 
interior es la esencia natural. 

Conocimiento llueve como agua de octubre 

sobre la infinita conciencia de el vacio receptivo. 

Las nubes siguen las aguas del rio 
y pintan de atomos el Sol 
vientos violetas 



sobre los espejos rotos 

figuras que renacen en flores de lavanda 

Semillas activas al Sol con su girar de Flor. 

Venas de la Tierra 

r e s p i r a n 

pasos de plasma 

centro chacro energetico 

vibra con el andar de los chacras tierra 

se alinean con conciencia humana 

y se estiran en el volcan 

Exhala ceniza del jardin exotico 

Mi hogar con olor a cafe 

Alfabeto de civi1izaciones que se integran 
En conciencia externa se alimenta de 
conciencia subalterna en espiral. 

Esperar... 

Y adentrarnos 

Oscuridad de nuestro renacer 
Luz pulsar de la inseparable oscuridad 
ilumina con la sonrisa de la luna nueva 
Curva de cuenco que sostiene 

El vientre femenino como iman del Oeste transformante, 
eterna oscuridad se mezcla con los rayos del Sol 



Espacio de seis pulgadas entre el umbral de luz y los 
rayos entre la oscuridad que sonrie en la luna sobre el 
cielo posa 

Y transforma la oscuridad de aquel el Oeste. 

Jaguar y sus huellas de marzo olor de ajo 
Jupiter en tierra y mar hacia mi ventana. 

Vientos que soplan entre las palmas como las olas del 
Mediterraneo 

sobre el cielo que se lleva el Sol 

Se extiende en suenos de oro como noche oscura que se 
acerca a la esfera de cristal que recubre la tierra 
Ojos de Bhagavan Sri Paramahamsa Nithyananda. 

Jupiter extendio los petalos de la segunda flor que 
renacio entre las ramas del arbol 
Dulce jardin que hace poesia entre la aurora y el 
ocaso. 

Rio interminable rueda de astros 
letras al libro 

Ya viajan entre las aguas del tiempo 
y no abarca en limites su extension 
flota en el cielo los cantos de mi gloria. 

Senderos oscuros cuerpos se funden 
con suspiro sabor a miel 

ave Fenix nace del fuego creador del Universo 



oscuridad recubierta de oscuridad se ilumina 
templo del sol nace desde el centro de la tierra 
Cabalgo hacia la superficie en escalones se unen 
Abre la puerta al viento de los Guerreros 
se expande con la cercania de el rojo Marte. 

Un atomo de inmortalidad como gota azul, 
otro rio interminable. 

Aquel Rio de piedras nos despiertan 
La realidad que asciende 
la energia sellada de una flor 
que nace sobre la espina dorsal. 

Aquel estado alerta 
fluye en espiral 
Remueve obstaculos 
Hacia la verdad nuestra 
serenidad del ser superfluo 
humanidad en camino hacia el rio 
Con aguas de la inmortalidad. 

Seno de agua 

sin extincion 

como la inteligencia 

en el espacio de la mente 

Se re alinea la verdad del codigo 

gen expresado el dia de nuestra creacion. 



Cor recto. 


Aquel nacimiento 
Del umbral al coma 
Del utero a la tierra 

umbral del alma que extingue en materia 
umbral entre los planetas del sistema solar. 

Y que aquel polvo se desprende 

toca la tierra y hace vibrar la esencia 

del Ser verdad eterno 

frente al Mar. 

Mar lejano, 
aguas de guerra, 

reflejo el rostro de mi otro ser 

su sonido se transmite por el oleaje de las palmas 

cuando el Mar se encuentra lejos de mi 

asi mas cerca de los retratos colgados 

pared de la casa azul con paredes de barro 

se tejen y destejen las flores 

Gallo canta 

huevo cae sobre el cielo 
cada manana. 



II.Con mis ojos de Salvador Dali 


Desde el cielo cae una granada 
Que expulsa un pez dorado 
Balbucea 

Como alimentandose del viento. 

En el desierto hay dunas disolviendose a lo lejos 

Como un reloj de arena 

Se hunde en el centro del abismo. 

Galarina sostiene el cisne 

que se esconde entre las nubes del infinito 

Donde colapsan los azules del cielo 

Como el agua sal forma su cuerpo desnudo. 

Abrazo de arena, 

Como un recien nacido se impulsa a caminar. 

Gotas de mercurio recubren la piel de los elefantes 
que caminan con pasos de arana sobre la arena. 

Y se alejan, 

para desvanecerse en las dunas, 

Que con el paso de la transformacion del sol 
forjan poligonos de oro sobre su espalda. 



El leon con aspecto de terror recorre el cielo 
desertico 

Un desierto que ayer fue agua de elefantes. 

Elefantes que elevan hasta lo alto del bonsai al hombre 
azul 

Hombre que sopla con el viento musica de flauta 

Y danza con flores que caen del arbol 

Flores que saltan hacia el suelo con los pasos de el 
chango. 

El hombre azul crece como gigante 
y se sienta tranquilo sobre una montana 
lejos de lo que ahora es un desierto. 

Observa con sus ojos la tierra, 

Y convierte serpientes en oro. 

Sobre la tierra cae un huevo y se rompe para nacer. 

El sol cuece el barro, 

Del eterno atardecer. 

De la concha de oro se bebe agua pura, 

Y le cuenta la historia del tiempo 
Con los ojos de Salvador Dali, 


El pez balbucea. 



III. Una mente 


Rostros frente al mar 

que plasman sus nombres en literaturas 

que llueven de la biblioteca infinita 

Que al encontrar la verdad esta se hace un eterno 

y se encuentra entonces en un todo infinito 

como el impulso incontrolable de la fruta que cae 

o el agua que le pertenece al mediterraneo 

y la lluvia que cae desde el cielo 

esa verdad llueve en un todo que circula en tu andar, 
y es esa verdad como la flama de una vela 
que ilumina una habitacion entera, 
y derrama su luz mas alia de donde fue encendida, 
ilumina toda region de la existencia y pensamiento 
humano, 

excediendose de su proposito en general, 

asi como un circuito de luz electrica que ilumina todo 

un vecindario, 

asi es el circuito que se forma al juntar nuestras 
manos y crear un circulo de energia que circula sin 
cesar de un lado al otro y que hace vibrar nuestra 
existencia verdadera. 


Una verdad nos abre a todos un horizonte. 



IV. Jardin 


Agua emergiendo de fosas de agua cristalina, 

Yacimientos de agua infinita forman escaleras de barro, 
Empalmadas como moleculas que forman arcos repletos de 
agua, 

como escaleras unidas en circulos que forman estrellas. 

Circunferencia de un movimiento infinito, 

Petalos acumulados en el vientre de la tierra, 

Voz del viento sobre la dulce alba, 

Puertas con impulso a la ascension, 

Mujeres nacen en formas de escultura de barro, 

Esperando tu esencia para despertar. 

Mujeres con mantos de seda, 

Como colores santos las telas se hacen aire sobre su 
cuerpo, 

Escurren de la mano con el agua que cae sobre las 
brillantes escaleras. 

Trece gatos posan cerca de la fuente con agua de ranas 
sal tarinas , 

Esperan que el andar de tus pasos crucen el puente con 
sombras de jacaranda en primavera. 



En la cima de la montana encontre un jardin con 
senderos que se bifurcan, 

Alii vi un mundo constante de visiones infinitas, 
La oscuridad alumbrada con la luz de la luna, 

Los cuarzos que brotan de arboles azules. 

La indestructible verdad de lo oculto, 

La justicia eterna, 

Simbolos de humanidad. 

Los ojos del astronauta, 

El viento que lleva consigo la musica del sol. 

El movimiento del astro planetario 

Equilibrio de anos luz 

El levitar de tu ausencia 

Plataformas de civilizacion codificada 

La comunicacion del 5to planeta 

El espacio abierto hacia la nada 

Lugar donde se cumple el ciclo que florece, 

Germen de un solo crepusculo del sol. 


El camino hacia la inmortalidad . 



V.La vida es eterna 


La inmensa vida se sumerge en la verdad por el impulso 
de su propia existencia, 

la vida lleva consigo mensajes ocultos que aparecen y 
desaparecen como las olas contenidas en el 
mediterraneo. 

Aquella verdad es conciencia de la naturaleza misma que 
se encuentra en cada gota de aire que nutre la sangre 
verde de un arbol. 

La vida es inmensa. 

Y esta vacia como cantaro sin agua. 

Liberar nuestra conciencia de la materia que se adentra 
a una personalidad que encadena al ser humano 
exti ngui endolo de la verdad que se adentra a las 
moleculas de agua. 

Liberar la conciencia de mascaras que se imponen ante 
nosotros como obstaculos registrados en una maquina que 
organiza al mundo en colores, sabores y lengua. 

Liberar la conciencia que nos limita de los patrones 
arraigados a nuestra sociedad. 



Liberarnos para vivir la verdad sin mascara alguna que 
recubra las paredes de nuestra mente. 



VI. Astronauta 


El columpio se balancea por encima del margen de la 
montana 

En el cielo vuelan los dragones por la llegada de la 
primavera 

Entre circulos forman espirales y en un abrir y cerrar 
d e o j o s 

Desaparecen como estrellas fugaces. 

La Tierra comienza a marcar su ritmo, 

La montana crece en profundidad 
Y las venas sienten el pulso del sol. 

De regreso a la aldea el astronauta prepara la nave 
enraizada sobre la tierra. 

La noche tibia sigue la trayectoria del Sol 
Tres estrellas caen por encima de sus manos y asi 
sostienen el cielo. 

Mensajeros en secuencia 
escrituras del sol 
Astronauta ante la Tierra. 

Cuatro caminos se establecen 

Entre elefantes remueven los obstaculos 



Trayectoria de la tierra entre la materia del espiral, 
Vectores de la cerbatana 
Forman una nueva constelacion. 

Trayectoria Infinita 
Ritmo constante 
Sincronizamos 

Entre bibliotecas colectivas 
Se trazan los pasos de la tierra 
Nada entre las estrellas infinitas 
visitantes, 

Reflejo simultaneo 

Entre los truenos 

Se cruza el ciclo Neptuniano. 


Las frecuencias se almacenan. 



VII.Como Tigre de Bengala 


Esa neblina que ciega la cotidianidad 
enmascara la realidad de atenuarse con el alma 
y de sentirse uno con Kailaasa. 

Ponerse las sabanas oscuras de la noche 
que recubre el interior, 

Ponerse la luz de la neblina 
que ilumina el toco 
entre las nubes 
pagina en bianco 

por escribir entre el hielo de los cielos. 

Cielo que esta mas arriba de este cielo visible 
y que es tinta profunda 

y que estalla sobre el cielo entre colores del Sol. 

Que penetran dentro del espacio del interior 
donde el alma recorre los laberintos del cielo 
en busca de refugio para conservar el camino 
Brahma elige y sacia la sed del tigre 
busca el camuflaje entre el hielo de la montana. 

Como un volcan que exhala 
Se expande en la esfera 
Como el Pulsar 



Provienen te de un cielo 

Mas arriba del cielo visible 

Ahi se encuentra el pulsar de mi circulacion. 



VIII.Cantaro 


Terrazas de cantaros 

Vision infinita como la sed en el desierto, 
manos que beben del cielo 
A1 que le regreso unos centavos, 

Que de besos me llena cuando sopla el sol, 

Que vuelan como mariposas que juegan contra el viento. 

Hojas caen cuando el giro cambia de estacion, 

Dispersas entre remolinos, 

Las campanas cantan con el girar del reloj, 

Como la tinta escribe letras de un principio y un 
final. 

Una secuencia ritmica se aleja de mi en circulos, 

Donde no encuentro el ayer. 

Dulce mariposa sella los marcos del cielo, 

Para extenderse con el andar del sol. 


Como un cantaro con agua de otono, 


Asi es la inmensa eternidad del tiempo. 



IX.Guru 


La vida es una intensa corriente de energia que fluye 
constantemente. 

El Universo es supremo. Y este consiente de sus limites 
al ejercer extension sobre nuestro entorno. 

La energia suprema se manifiesta por medio de nuestro 
campo energetico. Como dos imanes de atraccion, 
haciendo cierta friccion sobre nuestro campo 
gravitatorio. La Tierra es un ser vivo que contiene las 
mismas particulas por las cuales el ser humano es capaz 
de recibir. El campo energetico de la tierra es muy 
sutil y sensible, capaz de despertar su energia 
interior para despertar la conciencia de quienes les 
rodea. 

Ancestros visionarios trazaron el ritmo de nuestros 
obstaculos. Los mensajes estan por ser transmitidos y 
asi poder coordinar nuestra secuencia de mensajes 
dispersos por esquinas desconocidas, entre coordenadas 
alrededor de nuestra infinita conciencia que llamamos 
mundo. 

El tiempo es una vision mas alia de las manecillas. Una 
vision constante que se manifiesta en numero de soles 
con una secuencia de acciones con el fin de evolucionar 
como un ser viviente que florece y que vuelve a 



florecer con un solo roce del inmortal, cuando el 
planeta Jupiter se manifiesta sobre la tierra para 
sincronizar seres con energia similar creando una 
conciencia. 

El ser inmortal es el ser que es consciente de sus 
distintas vidas inmortales encarnadas en una sola 
divinidad suprema, su vision de nuestra realidad se 
mide en soles como los veinte sellos supremos, como una 
silueta en expresion de el fuego frente a una deidad. 



Whom do eye see if its not me? 


Your eyes. 



X.E1 vuelo del Quetzal 


La serpiente emplumada de un exhalo solto la lluvia 
Me dejo ver el cielo con sus mil colores 
Ella como un iman se arrastra hasta donde el Sol 
Le guie. 

El soplo de luz se contagia de mil colores que se 
enredan como olas de viento entre el mar del cielo. 

Esfera esta dentro de una pupila de mil colores 

<;Es la imagen que se pone ante mis ojos apreciada solo 
por mi vision? 

^Hay acaso alguien mas que observa esta imagen dentro 
de mis ojos? 

<;Es esta imagen puesta solo para mi? 

<;Es este mismo paisaje el que vez ahora junto a mi? 

<j.Cada imagen es distinta, son tus ojos que ven lo mismo 
que ahora veo? 

^Observas estos pajaros jugar entre los colores del 
atardecer? 



Observas como se cobija la obscuridad de la noche como 
una capa de vacio que cubre el domo de la tierra, los 
limites del cielo. 

Las nubes flotan a lo lejos en una tarde que deslumbra 
la biosfera con el paso de la serpiente roja sobre los 
colores del sol que se esconde detras de las nubes con 
el viento que suena electrico de cargas hidrogenas y 
los colores verdes se acentuan. 

El resplandor de las nubes se electrifican con el 
camino transformante de este sol, cuando las palmas se 
mezclan con el adios y se pierden entre la oscuridad 
creadora de la noche. 

Este despertar solo cuando 

Hay vuelo cerca del Quetzal 

El aliento del viento 

Resuena con el Quetzal inocente 

Juega con el viento a encontrarse 

En cantos plasmados del andar del Sol 

Reviviente de Quetzal 

jVuela como el fuego! 

Y sostiene el equilibrio del Sol y los Soles. 



Muevo mis pies y bailo con la tierra, 

Asi sostengo en el vientre la luna 

me acompana entre los pasos del sol, 

El eterno sonido del vaiven del mar 

El Golpe de olas que se forman con el Baile sobre la 
tierra 

Responde al mensaje cuando altas las manos desde el 
otro lado del Mar 

Tierra se hace infinita con los azules entrelazados 
donde no se ve el fin 

La tierra recae sobre el suelo sin fondo 

lo recubren cascadas hacia el centro de la tierra. 

Cuando el quetzal pasa por los cielos 

las palmas se mueven con el viento 

Recalcan el sonido de las olas 

Y se plasman en los oidos de su vuelo 

El plasma de sus colores entre el cielo y la tierra. 


Entrecejo en explosion que se plasma de Sol 



Transmuta la energia imperfecta de los errores 


Sobre el sistema solar 

como el espacio entre el inmortal 

y la tierra del ayer 

Ahora son piedras flotando 

En la gravedad extinta 

Las lagrimas del Quetzal 

Escuchan con sus cantos inocentes 

El regresar a la tierra. 

El sol abraza al quetzal en su vuelo 
para darle la vuelta al anillo de piedras 
Encuentro entre el inmortal y la tierra del ayer 
Enciende entre fuegos 

Arrastra consigo las impurezas que absorben 
por consecuencia de su error. 


Asi el canto de Quetzal 



Vuela en direccion inmortal 


Forma el anillo de fuego que el Sol 
divide en el nombre de su creacion. 

El quetzal vuela de vuelta 
abraza a su madre tierra. 

Percibo el cubo de inteligencia 
Trascender de mis pasos sincronizados 

Observo los patrones 

Complemento del cubo galactico 

Memoria que trasciende entre ritmos pausados 

Memorias que dormitan 

Intentan despertar en el plasma de nuestra esencia. 

Este contort y esta percepcion de la inteligencia 
Nos sostiene en el mar obscuro del universo 



Nos adentra a nuestro estado de alerta 


Renacer entre los vientos de esta tierra 

Que soplan el sonido del mar para florecer en su vacio. 

Como una imagen se difumina 
y pierde sus ojos con el andar del tiempo 
Soy la imagen dentro de la capsula, 

Soy su aliento que respira los aromas de esta tierra 
y de lo que fue en su ayer. 


Plasma. 



XI.Pausa 


Aliento del tiempo 
Recuerdo del olvido 
Fragancia de la nostalgia 
Renacimiento de lo inalcanzable. 

Tiempo lineal que transcurre 
Entre los sellos del sol 
plasmados 

Entre sellos y fotografias del ayer 

que deja su huella plasmada sobre la tierra, 

como elementos que nutren el aire, 

asi respiro tu esencia que ahora es como una huella 

Azul de plasma. 

Patron de reconocimiento 
Codigos de tu ser. 

Que se refleja en una fotografia. 

Me]or asi. 


Que no respire mi carne 



los pasos de un camino 


que ya ha sido marcado sobre la tierra 
y me reencuentre en otro ayer 
o en un manana. 

Espero tu mensaje 

buscare algun patron 

que pueda conciliar tus logros 

y asi reencontrarte 

en una tierra que gira 

al son de los sellos del sol, 

Tu mensaje deja una espada de justicia. 
Mis palabras buscan un mensaje oculto 
alguna llamada que he de contestar. 

No! 

Un disturbio, el miedo de la sombra 
que nace de la penumbra 
recubriendo mi sueno 


arrullandome como un nino recien nacido. 



Los disturbios del aire 


entre el arbol y el cielo, 
sus risas a carcajadas 
distorsionan tu mensaje. 

Tu presencia tan solo un segundo 
y despierto. 

La distorsion que reverbera 
en emisiones que se absorben 
por tu rigida presencia. 

De donde proviene este trio escalofrio 

que surge de la nada 

como si mi cuerpo se hundiera 

en la eternidad del universo 

y su vacio es la capa que recubre mi piel 

estremecida por tu visita 

que se desaparece 

como el viento sobre la nada. 


El viento abre los petalos de una flor 



que se pasa sobre mi puerta 
y su olor me adentra al sueno 
del cual no concilio despertar 
hasta hoy. 

Respiro el aroma de la ultima flor 
que dejo este frio silencio. 

XII.Dragon rojo 

Vibrante vacio 
se pierde en su inmensidad 
Como el color de mi vestido 
se difunde entre la noche 
Explosion que despierta entre Soles 
Compasion infinita que no es vasta. 
Aquella vez 
que te encontre 
en sello de espejo bianco 
las Preguntas invadieron 


respuestas en visiones colapsadas 



que de golpe despiertan 


entre distorsiones sonoras. 

Despertare 

cuando el dragon rojo gire 
entre los soles aparece 
como un reflejo, 

Imagen espejo, 

Me encuentras como el orangutan Azul es, 
Mensajes que ha de brindar, 
patrones que han de cambiar. 

Asi es mi duro despertar 
que de golpe cae 
dentro de aquel vacio 
que me es dificil llenar, 

Y regresare como una flecha 
direccion solar. 

Oeste donde el dragon rojo 


Encuentra su tierra, 



desaparece tras su despertar, 


De donde proviene este trio escalofrio 

que surge de la nada 

como si mi cuerpo se hundiera 

en la eternidad del Universo, 

Vacio es la capa que recubre mi piel 
estremecida por tu visita 
que se desaparece como el viento 
sobre la nada. 

El viento abre los petalos de una flor 

que se posa sobre mi vientre 

Se abre la puerta 

y su olor me adentra al sueno 

del cual no concilio despertar hasta hoy 

Me preparare para recibir al dragon rojo 

Kalabhairava, 

Dios del tiempo externo al mundo, 


sus ojos en potencia 



Giran la tierra si es necesario. 


Aquel vacio no ha de herir otra vez la tierra 

en la pausa que dejo 

su herida plasmada en nuestra tierra. 

Con durga, tigres, elefantes fuego 
triton mantendre al dragon rojo 
en control desde nuestra tierra. 

Y la sangre se baha de aromas 

cuando extendiendo las manos hacia la montana 

y entrego el corazon sangrado 

que nutren las flores que nacen de mi abdomen. 


Alii nos encontraremos. 



XIII.Memorias 


Como huellas de arena 
Y en reacciones enganosas 
las mentiras se disuelven 
nuestras mascaras 
se derriten entre la arena 
Campo de batalla 
Se difunde lo real. 

Como un espejo reflejado 
Aura de la tierra eter 
esfera de azules 
que materializan la conciencia 
Ecos multiplicados 
en su eterno resplandor 
Reflejo de lluvia 
en hora de suspenso, 

La hora del diluvio magnetico 


ha llegado la hora de subir 



en tiempo exacto 


mi memoria se difunde en ecos 

este momento que se extiende hacia el alba. 

Coexistir en la distancia 

Sentir las huellas digitales 

sobre la piel. 

En el desierto, el olmo medita en su sed 

Y la serpiente tiene pies en la tierra, 

La montana que protege 

cobija el trio de la noche y el alba. 

Donde el azul del cielo se desvanece en las nubes, 
Nubes que son sombra de la montana 

Y saludan con gestos en la penumbra. 

Y el cielo se desnuda 

Cabina solitarias sobre la nada 


Desnuda soledad. 



La imagen congelada se convierte en bianco y negro 

El aire de vacaciones revive en piel por los recuerdos 

De aquel deseo que quedo atrapado en el tiempo 
enterrado 

Ojo que enciende su luz para contemplar desde lo lejos 
los ritos del elefante. 



XIV.El Calendario maya no es solo un simbolo 


Es una encarnacion de la energia que alberga al tiempo 
mismo de la propia existencia circunstancias que 
caminan trazando pasos con las cargas energeticas de la 
vida propia de nuestro nacimiento y muerte. 

Trascendencia de las energias que intentamos alinear en 
nuestra vida y otras vidas y las consecuencias de la 
vida propiamente dicha. 

De sangre bane el simbolo universal de nuestra 
liberacion. 

Desde la raiz sangrante enciendo el fuego en cada 
palpitar y el fuego sigue el camino de un mensaje que 
no es posible mas escuchar porque ensordecio los tonos 
de la verdad y a las puertas del inframundo ha llegado 
su destino en donde mi ser es invisible y el fuego 
manchado de sangre sella las puertas por donde cruzan 
las luces. 

Sin limites les entrego mi ritual, respiro de un exhalo 
volcanico. 

Aroma de incienso al sangrar en sellos que provienen de 
la trascendencia del nuevo comienzo como la muerte y de 
fuego los baho al caminar con mil muecas plasmadas en 
su propio engaho. 



Hunab ku! Hunab Ku! Hunab Ku! 


En partes encontraras el ritual, en pedazos, como 
piedras flotan al girar alrededor de Marte y Jupiter. 

Dentro de la tierra encontraran mi ritual 

Aun girando alrededor del sol. 



De los seres imaginarios. 



XV.Sir e n a 


Dios hace arte entre los colores del dia, 

Sostiene el movimiento de tus manos para unir el juego 
de las estrellas. 


Constelacion de figuras geometricas, 

Cisnes y guerreros, 

Que tornan con el giro terrenal. 

Danzan sobre el cielo, 

Luz de un vacio inmenso que impulsa hacia la nada. 


Color oscuro de tus ojos, 
Casi negro como la soledad 
Sumergido en las aguas del 
salada. 

Llena de figuras que besan 


del universo, 

oceano entre corales y agua 

sus pensamientos, 


Le transforman sus piernas en pez, 

Peces grandes como ideas traspasan espejos, 


En formas y colores de dios. 


Andando, 

Un Centauro cabalga, 
hacia la eternidad del Sol. 


Rizos dorados guian su trayecto, 



como cabellos peinados con el viento. 


Cantos del mar rompen cadenas del ayer, 

Donde la marea viene y va sobre la arena, 

Y la sirena ya se encuentra disuelta entre conchas de 
mar. 



XVI.Anima 


Senderos oscuros bordeado de colores 
En multiples cuerpos que fueron uno. 

Como los suspiros con sabor a miel. 

El Fenix nace sobre el templo del sol, 

Entre el fuego creador del Universo. 

Candela de vida que disminuye hasta extinguir su flama, 

Donde la madre le lleva hacia las estrellas, 

Un rio le impulsa por las aguas. 

El anima escapa hacia la oscuridad 

parpadeante luciernaga, 

Voces y cantos en sueno profundo, 
flotan sobre suaves olas de mar. 



XVII.San Climer de Amer 


El humano marcha por el camino de las cuatro 
direcciones, 

Hierbas incendian su alma, 

El arbol cobija su camino con brazos abiertos, 
Lagrimas caen de mis ojos al sentir la semilla de su 
existencia. 

El camino de su pensar a una atmosfera de conciencia. 
Desafiando enigmas de la maya. 

Camuflaje que elimina mi existir, 

Dialectos que percibo con mi ser, 

Razon que absorbe tierra. 

Y entonces, 

Soy la ventana por donde cruzan los pajaros, 

Soy el silencio del limbo que rodea un abismo. 

Liston bianco donde todos son un ciclo, 

En ritmos de noche receptiva. 

jAguila de humo vuela hacia los cielos! 

Mientras me abrazo del arbol que crece en constante 
lentitud, 



Donde el saber es solo del sol en la mas pura esencia, 
Y el Senor Buddha entre vapores de mi ser, 

Aparece en el temazcalli 

de San Climer de Amer. 



Del 

Popol Vuh 



I. De su creacion: La Tierra 


Cuando el vacio del universo entero permanecio inactivo 
La oscuridad emano su luz energetica 
No existio en el centro la luminosidad, 
siquiera el ojo que percibe su luz, 

Existio solo la oscuridad receptiva 
Sin limites de su extension 

Un giro en espiral similar a la inmortalidad de los 
d i o s e s 

activo el elemento primordial, 

Y creo la esfera eterna 

Cuando el rayo nacio, existio su infinito sobre las 
aguas 

Que se mueven por la sustancia exhalada por los 
extremos del sol 

Constante momentum transitorio 

Donde no existe el tiempo si no un constante cambio de 
luces 

que provienen del girar, 

Conocimiento que cruza los vertices a traves del 
espacio aereo 

Donde flota la sabiduria eterna entre otra sabiduria 
eterna superior en potencia 



Me siento aqui para reposar en direccion cielo 
Las semillas que flotan en la realidad de su 
exi stend a , 

Donde mis sentidos despiertan la voz de los sabios que 
Flotan sobre un rio, 

Eco que se adentra a un cuenco, 

Y Escucho el dialogo de Tepes y Gucumatz: 

Un movimiento de metamorfosis sacude 
la claridad inmovil de las aguas del universo 
El agua de vida como el caos sobre el aero claro 
Como un eco 

Flotando yace en la eternidad oculta bajo plumas verdes 
iLa esfera de vida! 

Gucumatz reunidos ante la claridad de un ritmo 
sostenido 

Y la traccion de la Raiz mistica creadora de la 
materia eterna sobre el espacio 

Crepuscular, nucleos de creacion, inevitabi1idad en 
movimiento, 

jPlacas tectonicas alzan sus brazos, 

Y despertad el corazon del cielo! 

Cuculha jHuracan nacimientos de tierra fertil! 



Chipi Caculha jmovimiento tectonico! 


Raxa Caculha j Raiz sostiene los pies de la tierra! 

De la obscuridad nace el padre, 

De luz nace la madre, 

Su hi jo nos cantan estas letras provenientes del 
lenguaje universal 

jHagase Asi! jQue se llene el vacio! 

Gotas de geometria creadora de poder en el piano fisico 
Materia co-eterna con su entorno abstracto 
Espiral en transformacion, circulos de creacion, 
Libertad de accion despues del ritmo en el espacio de 
v i d a , 

Resonancia vibratil desde el centro de la esfera 
Entropia de el Abismo sumergido en la sabiduria de la 
v i d a , 

Montanas que soplan las nubes hacia los puntos 
cardinales 

Sentados como una flor que abre sus petalos sobre las 
aguas claras 

Flotan los sabios cargados de frecuencia creadora 

Ahora mi ser montana mira al cielo en su eternidad 


Del girar nacio la materia consciente 



Los animales fueron creados y transformados 
De acuerdo a sus necesidades evolucionamos 
Ahora el cocodrilo sostiene la tierra! 

Materia co-eterna con su entorno abstracto 
Lleno de alegria Gucumatz, 

jQue bien respirar el aire desde el Corazon de cielo; 
Chi pi-Caculha, Raxa Caculha! 

Vi nacer venados de los arboles 

Como la montana que le abraza 

A todo aquel que extienda sus brazos 

Y transfiere sus poderes a quien le recuerde 

Como la Super Humanidad de la Tierra 

Aqui la montana es dominante 

Asi fue creado el Hombre 

Que se adentra a su entorno animal, 

jMira como ruge igual que el tigre! 
jNuestras aves del cielo no han de bajar! 
jin La-kech! 

Aquel que abraza la montana 
Nos recordara sobre la tierra 
Los hombres de palo 
terminaran desvanecidos, 

Aquel que mira el entorno 
ahora camina de pie 



Todos escalamos la montana 
jMira que ya viene la Aurora! 

La semilla se extiende, 

Como los arboles solo crece, 
Hacia el centro de la Tierra, 

Y estrechan sus ramificaciones 
En reflejo hacia el Sol 
Camina en pausa 

Junto con los demas, 

Ya se aleja a otros rios, 

Y nos llevan a la inmortalidad. 



II. Hun-Hunahpu e Ixbalanque 


De la Noche nacimos, 

Somos creados de la sombra del Sol, 

Reflejos de un infinito, 

Bajo a la tierra en forma de animal, 

En forma de Fruto nos puedes encontrar, 

0 como el dragon de dos cabezas que emerge de la 
estrella de fuego, 

En circulos comienzo mi juego NimXob Carchah 
Ya me extiendo hacia el centro de la tierra 
Y que el magma me traiga de vuelta hacia el cielo. 

Desde el umbral del cielo, 

jTiro la pelota de fuego hacia el centro de la tierra! 

En traccion se transmite su mensaje 

Hacia donde los cantos de la flauta resuenen entre 

vientos, 

Aire de Marte que extiende nuestro juego, 

Adentrarme a las profundidades para hacer temblar la 
tierra. 

Con mi cerbatana al hombro tiraremos hacia Vacub-Caqui 
Despojamos de la tierra a todo aquel que se crea mas 
que nuestra 

Propia naturaleza iQue asi sea! 



A1 llegar a la montana se abre el camino hacia Xibalba, 
Ya la oscuridad te abraza despues del juego 
En un rio de sangre cae el nectar de los dioses, 
Fructifero de la tierra. 

Nucleo de nuestra creacion. 

Que se extiende hacia las cuatro direcciones 
Rumbo al Universo 

Eterno en destinaciones subalternas 

Como la bola de Fuego rebota sobre las paredes del 
c i e 1 o, 

Casa de Luz donde llueve la sabiduria sobre nuestra 
extension, 

Hacia el Este encontramos la claridad, 

Desde nuestro centro la sabiduria se adentra 
Caminando hacia la Casa Norte. 

Donde el Sol se encuentra con la oscuridad 
Accion que transforma la accion de la casa Oeste 
Casa del Sur donde los rayos del sol se encuentran en 
su eternidad, 

Sobre nuestra inmensa altura compiten los guerreros 
Extension de nuestro juego de Pelota, 

En Consecuencia. . El ritual comienza 

Los Buhos mensajeros proyectan visiones 

Con sellos de trascendencia solar nos trazan el camino 

jNimXob Carchah! 



iYa resuena el ritmo de su Juego de Pelota! 

Y encontramos los Veintiseis peldanos inclinados 
Hacia el jXibablba! 

Quequma-ha el liston negro nos encamina hacia 

La casa de la oscuridad, 

cuyo interior solo encuentro tinieblas, 

El trio congela los sentidos Xuxulim-ha 
viento trio donde la piel se desvanece y 
Me convierte en calavera. 

Escucho el hambre de los tigres y me sacude la sangre 
Los veo caminar pidiendo su alimento 
Balami-Ha, 

La oscuridad dentro de la cueva donde los murcielagos 
De Zotzi-ha me desvanecen dentro de la noche 
Perdiendo la nocion de mi sigo andante por el rio 
donde los vientos trios me llevan hacia la siguiente 
destinacion 

Muchos son aquellos los rincones de la tierra donde nos 
encontramos 

La tormenta nos enfrenta al cruce de los Cuatro 
caminos. 

En el fin de nuestros dias sobre la tierra intentaran 
borrar nuestra memoria, 

Geometrias del cielo recaen sobre los hombres que 
respiran el fuego. 
iPucbal-Chah! 



Y nutren los cuerpos que ya son un fruto del arbol que 
da vida . 



III. Ixquic 


El aire de las tinieblas sacuden como iCalavera 
Los frutos despiertan su jugo en aromas 
que emanan y caen asi sobre tu mano extendida 
Que le absorbe para obtener mi descendencia. 
jRenacemos en madre Ixquic! 
iFlorecer! 

Ixquic como el crepusculo de tu esencia 
jElementos de la tierra despiertan! 
jHunahpu! jlxbalanque! 

Regresamos al sueno de la vida 

Como la serpiente de dos cabezas 

Ciclos que se reencuentran para 

adentrarse a nuestra Tierra y 

Observar de vuelta los pasos de los hombres. 

jRenacemos en madre Ixquic! 


Los senores del Xibalba ya buscan 
Por el sacrificio como la sombra entre 
Las casas del camino en el Xibalba. 
j j Mensaj eros!! 

Tomad el jugo rojo que brota del arbol, 
Corazon de Jicara repleto de sangre, 

Que florece en rojos sobre el pecho. 



Y asi sobre el fuego derramar gotas de sangre 
Miel de mi arbol jPucbal-Chah! 

Se abre la tierra ante el Fuego 

Y desde el cielo se abre un abismo 

Los Mensajeros siguen los pasos entre la 
Sombra de los Senores del Xibalba, 

Donde ya recaen sobre el margen de la 
Montana. 

Y el maiz crece en abundancia. 

Sobre el arbol de vida escalan 
Nuestros dichosos hermanos 
Que se niegan a la vida nueva 

Que florece de nuestra dulce magia, 

Somos pequenos como los cristales 
que nacen dentro de las cuevas, 
vibratiles y hasta un centenar de espejos 
se han de reflejar un millon de vidas que 
Observamos en su andar. 

Y aun no logramos abrir sus ojos como 
Cegados por aquel umbral del cielo que se cerro 

En nuestra desaparicion de aquella vida derrumbada 

La oscuridad del Xibalba 

Hombres que no ven mas alia 

Del cruce de los cuatro caminos, 



Ahora no reconocen nuestro nuevo andar en la Tierra. 


Suban al arbol de la vida que no para de extenderse 
Hacia los gigantes que sostienen el cielo 
iBaktum! 

Ahora sus lagrimas tocan el suelo y se despiden 
Del cuerpo de hombre que no abre sus ojos 

Y como changos bajan andando con facilidad 
Hasta la Tierra con mil muecas en su andar. 
iHa, Ha, Ha, Ha! 

En la Noche Ritmica andante nuestros tambores resuenan 
En las paredes de la Noche, 

El sonido de la flauta reverbera sobre los caminantes 
Los animales se despiertan danzan y se animan. 

Mira al cielo, los pajaros Molay 

Veo el cruce de los cuatro caminos 

como escaleras en espiral que se extienden Hacia el 

cielo. 

Las piedras han tornado su forma ideal 
Para reposar sobre estas piedras que nos 
Re encuentran hacia el camino de lo oculto, 

Lengua de Sol que abraza nuestros caminos 
Ojos que reflejan los colores detras del sol. 

Y donde la Casa de la noche del ayer donde fuimos 
vencidos. 



Las luciernagas aparecen relampagueantes 
sobre nuestra oscuridad. 

Tanto alumbran que despiertan los ojos 
De los jSenores del Xibalba! 

El umbral bloqueado del cielo se abre ante nosotros. 



IV. 13:20 


Entre espejos reflejados sobre el cielo se 
encuentra nuestra tierra. 

Dimension superior, dimension inferior. 

Entre explosiones de nuestro Juego 
De Pelota encontramos el fuego, 

Renacemos en la oscuridad que 
Siempre va reposando entre las 
sombras del Sol. 

Donde nuestro ritual para el nectar de los dioses 
ya se alumbran los cielos sobre nuestros 
plexos solares iluminados sobre 
el andar de la noche. 

Aqui donde llega el Venado, 

Alla para donde el Sol se transforma, 

Y gira hacia abajo de la Tierra donde 
El Sol es eterno. 

Ecos de un idioma desconocido 
nube karmica transmuta el ciclo del 
codigo genetico de nuestra tierra 
Que hoy se limpia y sacude en 
Busqueda de hombres que canten 
el lenguaje universal. 

Que se escuche sobre el Va y Ven 
De las olas y el viento se entrelaza 



Con su lengua con el sonar de la 
flauta, Y los pasos anden como 
Plasma sobre la Tierra, 

Transfiriendo nuestro sentir hacia la 
sensibilidad de los cielos chacricos. 

Con esta melodia sello los trece tonos 
Galacticos como los Guerreros 
Se adentran a los vientos que cruzan 
Los templos de esta tierra que fortalece 
El alma entre los sellos del Sol. 

Serpiente Roja que sobrevive entre 
Los rios de la fuerza de la inmortalidad 
Donde cae el agua de la tormenta azul 

Y cae sobre el sueno de la noche resonante. 

Equilibrio eterno femenino y masculino 
Fuerza de la naturaleza que rodea los seres 

Y la montana que toma con fuerza y extienden sus 
brazos. 

Se estrecha, estira y hace temblar la tierra. 

Con la fuerza de la noche Ixbalanque se hace uno con la 
Luna. 

Entre fuegos del dia, 

El Sol sopla con su lengua que se extiende 
Para pulsar las venas de la tierra. 



Y el Eterno Hunahpu ya nada entre los brazos de 
El Sol. 


Entre los ecos de la cueva en el Xibalba 
Se escuchan los cantos de esta cancion. 
iAh Yum, Hunab Ku, Evam Maya E Ma Ho! 

iAh Yum, Hunab Ku, Evam Maya E Ma Ho! 

iAh Yum, Hunab Ku, Evam Maya E Ma Ho! 



From The Rivers of immortality 



I. Saddle Hill 


Sitting among the petals 

A breeze of poetry fall from the heavens 

Eternal knowledge 

Hidden behind every breath 

Cold rain of an endless storm 

From the planets facing each other 

Vibrating my thoughts 

With words articulate visions 

As endless mirror of the remain the height. 

Beneath the long shelter of the mountain 
Finding the way to survive and continue 
To walk the stairs 

Guided by the force of all rays 
Pulling me against the gravity forces 
Of my inevitable walk 

When the night covers the light 
A blue cape in waves of a dark ocean 
reflect in mirrors of expansion. 

The ocean enlighten by the pearl 
with shadows that raise the waters 



And body shapes sustain on the surface 
by the flow of the waves 
and wind crashes in echoes 
beneath the shades of its mountain 

When the wind saying: 

“candidate climb with me” 

I fall in a dream state 

where the mind is in thoughts of nothing 

When the red wings expand in the horizon 

the birds fly in the forthcoming day 

the halo of the blue earth when my eyes open. 

The shape of the Turkish mountain 

the shape of the sphenoid 

the gold of the sun shades 

its golden surface and the knowledge 

is in numbers of coincidence 

same as the impact of the crashing plates 

and the spine of the mountain chain expand. 

Harmonic conference of nature 
unite the alarm of our tones 
awaken Baktuns to push the sky away 
and let the sun into consequence 
Of the flowers bloom. 



And the sun smile 



II Divine door the earth 


A Choreography into action of a synchronize movement, 

entropic steps prepare the soil to grow 

pure washing all harm when water down 

the stones and green leaves the entire year, 

from the seed of a clean mind. 

As a battle ground to defeat the minds 

that meet as mirrors of our yesterday 

or shadows of the known feelings of a distant life 

that we attached to in the absent light, 

trying to find each other on Battlefields 

To trust our devotion. 

Or expand the field from the heavens 
to chant and celebrate the motion of life 
dots reunite to fulfill what’s being the blind of 
light. 

Spheres of transcendence above the clouds 

behind the sun on our back 

or running against our path 

the past of what’s left behind 

as a simple wanting to be, 

to do. 


Water fall into the abyss 



of an eternal wheel of engrams 

like air direct below into a human 

form of masculine Agni 

and feminine cool cold 

of life below the navel and raise above 

spin to the immortal realms of existence. 

Pathways of life opens the intergalactic 

gates merge from the eye of all creation. 

Door of distant directions 

turning into us as turning around the sun. 

Decisive moment were the minuscule light 

fall from the fear of emptiness 

to give life into a new-born child. 

The Eager of the lion vanish 
into the ocean’s immensity 
gives milk to the woman breast. 

Interstice of the ocean where 
the baby fall in its own world 
The water out of its limits. 

Planets impulse a big wave of presence 
and forms the sun smiles with the emotion 
of freedom arise now from the clouds 
and baby breathe the vast air 
from the faces in the sky. 



III. The Garden 


In the top of the mountain there is a garden 
with a path that branch into patterns of infinite 
visions, 

the secret of life, the indestructible truth, 
the eternal justice of things and situations, 
symbols of humanity, path towards immortality. 

Among english trees I meditate 
about the labyrinth where 
I could find the astronaut ascension. 

Criss-cross bridges and water descending 
by the impulse of the Neptunian wind. 

A breeze of world numb Me 
into an eternal dream. 

The impulse of oneself, 

same as the magnetic force in motion, 

same as the rotation of earth, 

same as the force of my destiny untied of body, 

sustain by the sound of an infinite mantra, 

nature son awaken in rhythms, 

synchronize rhythm of the endless Om 

Favorite game of domino. 

Open wide eyes with the enlighten sun 



mirrors of the blue sky reflected by the sea, 
foam of clouds and the back forth of a cobra emerging 
while breathing into the open earth, 
impulse into the sun of Chichenitza. 

In an equinox movement, 

the axis align with chakras, 

the crepuscular resound For a live existence, 

were the flower born and reborn, 

same as the infinite sound of the Om 

while the sun grows among our sky 

unbounded body by its existence 

while I sing this poem to the flower opening its petals 
with the mantra unattached my body From my mind. 
Separate from oneself! 
meditation of earth in a Padmasana, 

lotus flower among the river were all waters belong to 
the ocean, 

all waters reflects in the sky. 

The sky exist clear among the mountain, 
the air clean the steps from the past, 
follow the path of deity along its gateways of 
perception. 

Clouds charged with words docile 
and somber to suspend among my head, 
balancing and roaring like a harm animal 
while I am sitting along this stone 



were only my memory knows what surrounds, 

I was in many eyes, 

I am only memory and from the memory that of me it has. 

Crown transform into a trillion faces, 
seconds to amplify the black door 
expanding waves and voices inside my soul. 

Death can not get a hold on him, 
death becomes his body, 
and he becomes one with me. 

Space for deities to fall from the sky 
like star-dust taking shape of 
a neutral human being, 

where feminine and masculine is the divine force, 

element of movement, 

to create geometric matter, 

for the oblivion hidden garden, 

blue clouds seeing by the stars, 

a city once felt as the immortal 

with perfect triangles and pyramids 

with deities of beauty 

with hidden secret found in the clean air of the 
Universe. 

I thought about the labyrinth, 

I thought about its conformation, 
thought about its center meaning of god 
and its entrance of birth allowing 



the physical world to interconnect 

with the cosmos and higher realms of beings. 

I walked like crazy in a wide large and stretch road 
anxious to get a way nourished by 
the truth of all beings. 

The cat making jokes dancing 
to entertain us with a paralyze mind, 
a pair of coins that disappear 
taking the eyes searching for suspense 
After the steps of the night 
were the light melt from the warm night 
errant were the cats pose like statues 
and you could dissolve the light 
when walking above the moonlight 
accompanies you like a candle shines 

in scarcity to make you levitate between diamonds cover 
your body 

full of salt over the sand dancing 

with the earth on a rhythmic night 

with eyes of crystal whiff of a coo 

like a child looking for a shelter on the arms of 

mother earth, 

whiff of wind awaken 

with the essence that blooms 

with the enlighten force of the sun. 



High tide for a dance among the moon and hold each 
other hands 

to open the old portal of heaven. 

When observe the details of the moon the silence makes 
an explosion. 

My eyes looking like following your call 
as to black holes hypnotize to encounter 
your guide wait at the end of the hall 
walk towards the abysm of your infinite being. 



IV. Towards an infinite flame of attraction 


The mountain turn in celestial direction, 
every step was a huge garden 
to climb above. 

Magnetic impulse of sound 
A cuenco vibration. 

intensified in the correct direction of the sound of 
cosmos 

in its infinite trajectory. 

Steps transcend with an incandescent light that shines 
with a feeling of liberation, walking out of the fire. 
The Symbology is an infinite geometry 
with a continuous and sacred circumference. 

Were the ashes cease the burn, 

and chest Elevates with heart and I am the owner 
of the Aurora. 

The egg expands. 

The fruit fall into the earth fathomless abyss, 
the man breaks the crust of its darkness into a 
radiating light. 

Life was in every drop of the ocean of immortality. 
Water emerging from the pit, 

The Gods themselves came later into being, 

Clay form of humans, 

Arc of water connected, 



Circumference of an infinite ocean of life. 

The Human receptive to the powers 

Of The Gods playing at night and blooming In day, 

a bridge of energy. 

Movement of doors concealed 
An impulse of ascension. 

Woman born in shape of sculpture, 
woman on mantle colors of saint, 

Brilliant stairs interlaced a 
bridge for feminine ascension. 

The fish gasping generates a swirl 
radiant until creating entropic matter 
ensemble of particles multiplying 
like sun replicating its extension 
in fishes searching for water 
with vibra movements 
of the magma into the earth 

were the crystal core becomes the center of your 
hearth, 

the sea becomes the journey for the whale. 

The magnet of your intention will always 
pull the movement back to its initial force, 

Same as the shadow walks behind you, 

The electromagnetic field of your aura 
will always vibrate with the energy of your 
surroundings, 

The pure clearance of your being will 



remind intact when the warm water 
smash with friction on your skin, 

The impulse into the garden above the mountain 

will always bring tears of immortality from the divine. 



V. Underworld 


On the edge of the stairs around the abominable dome, 

Absorbent inhale taste of vibe of my relax status 

You take my arm in search of vision 

You taste my breath in search of water 

Essence of your patterns ignored by my pure nature 

Ignored to fall into the empty space of the labyrinth 

to breath 

Voices projected inner speakers to bleed holden throats 
Among the bleed sky of the dawn 

Seductive steps hold into the darkness of midnight 

Were you feed from me 

Eaten voice to enroll into a spaceship 

To multiply heads with reception of a distortion voice 

Confessions of another point of view in extension among 

earth Nervous impulse insinuate me to follow the 

choreography of a quotidian being 

Seductive solitude of midnight with visitors of the 
underworld 

Were I turn my head inside the hands of an assault of 
reason 

Were the expensive night enrolls into The Game 
A muted voice with mimetic mouths of a role in 
threesome 

Chorus of child resound into silence. 



Perfection to see the truth in your eyes 
Fearless when 

You come to know what you were never meant to 
understand. 

Eternal inferior world without notice i went of the 
cave with an impulse of hands, 

I heard the storm and the thunder were I saw the 
flowers with Peris of soul were I lay to see the sun 
melting the clocks on the sand 

the sound of the arch vibrates into the lights washed 
out by the sea with all my visions taken away, the 
light reflected into the space between our bodies, the 
infinite space resonate and radiate the peace to our 
membrane connections. 

The waters aren’t ice the foam becomes a mirror, 
the wind travels without a stop... 
coming back, 

the sand travels into the sea in a big fish, 
the sky has moved with darkness all this time. 

Frictional energy make deities unfrozen, 

Like Pale statues waiting for the Venusian air 
collide and collapse with the blood of mars to nourish 
the human in its lapses of nirvana 

Transferring powers against the gravity to hold forever 
against your skin. 



How intense can the powers of divinity last in a 
mechanical motion 

Eyes of others for a mind contraction. 

How much would it last? 

The buzz around my head 

One thousand potency and spiral like above in mirror of 
a crystal blue 

Troglodyte silent cry and shadows of Giza between 
clouds and visitors 

The Hall with thirteen doors and the empty blissful 
sacred labyrinth inside a narrow path of skulls and 
waves moving mountains to dissolve and extend into a 
blue violet sky, 

A beautiful garden with labandas and mhmhm 

The essence of a levitation with the mind unattached 

sorrows of thoughts until it reach another. 

Sometimes all you get is the vast silence of out of 
space were all the deities are as forms of statues with 
pale faces waiting for the movement to feel the essence 
of the super human to activate their endless powers and 
engage in the movement of removing the obstacles around 
its justice. 

The extension of the lizard with a head of a lion jumps 
behind her back while she pose her eyes in front of the 



window to admire the Baltic sea. 

Deep into the water 
A woman collapsing into the waves 

The lizard on the floor imitating the situation jumping 
and collapsing in the floor 
Camouflage of a lion 

Peris falling from the sky like rain drops And I 
disappeared into the waves of the water. 

To separate from me by the inertia of obscurity I try 
to find you in memories of vivid images projected in 
the darkness penetrated into the abysm, the vacuum that 
absorbed and impulses my body into the seduction of 
nothing. 

The nonexistent point out of my constellation violent 
dream absorbing the energy of a dormant multiplying its 
extension in the emptiness of a distant sequence, 
constant desire to imitate fertility without any result 
but a wireless exposure into the mind of a deep screen 
holder by the memories of an illusion awaken to fall 
into a life born in the yesterday. 



VI. When a drop of the immortal 


My eyes look at the sky to delight my pupils with 
knowledge, 

I see the colors of the sea above us, 

eye see the waves shape clouds and the corals 

transforming in magnets with a mountain shape. 

I feel the air shapes waves same as the steps you take 
in the force of Greatest One. 

Sphenoid multiplies in an extended line forming an 
entire body shape of columns, Space of extremities to 
grow like a geometric figure expanding as patterns of 
god. Dragon fly above the clouds causing a rays of a 
magnetic explosion attracted to our pupils that find 
their wings of the anima in the paint that god has 
created with his eyes among us. 

Eye breaks the armor with a sword that has the force of 
divine nature. 

Left hand holding the feminine force of creation, 

as the new-born holding her moms hand to take care. 

Sunlight vanish and the clouds vanish too, 

same as the Baltic sea gets dark with the extinction of 

its sun. 

Same as the mutated man holds the root of a woman to 
feel belonged to this earth, closing left holding the 



right in utero as an emperor holds the night with its 
right hand to be around her. 

With the mind attached into the sun. 
the ocean protective with her amulets surrounding her 
thoughts colliding with the waves of her silent 
synchronicity of her protection. 

Her breath awakes the flowers to bloom. 

Her thoughts made of silver. 

Her sight dissolves the flame of the fire into the sky 
of heavens, 

her presence orders the need of her being. 

Decisions arise by the holiness of existence 
synchronicity of her pure nature. 

His voice measures the intensity of the universe. 

His force means immortality. 


Eternity. 



VII. The Labyrinth 


Closer to the mountain sequence of astral Pyramids, 
inside there’s a strange country. 

With a garden of two or tree colors 

Heaven above their homes 

With an odor of wet soil 

Voices search for echoes 

Memories for its shadow 

Life for its extinction 

The eagle for its wind 

Tongues for its dialect 

All the garden is a peaceful light 

Tza Tun Tza 

Gods for life, gods for time 

Calling for arms to hold the sky 

In a ritual sacrifice a penitence for the moon 

Fir Tree for Quetzal Feather 

Thorns made of jade 

On fire, emerald 

Facing the sun with plumes in his brown 

The sun smiles and blows a snake of plumes in search 
for an arrow, Hunab ku! 

The crowd sings and dance with joy! 

And everyone waits for the icy rain 
Kukulkan place were the snake resides 



Numerous deities 

A sequence of man in one 

Were the wind ravel into the sea 

And all gods give their life in the esplanade 

To produce soil for divine nectar 

The earth opens 

The Fish Babbles to feed with the wind 
Wind chime sounds 

A crisp of the leaves and dunes far 
Dissolved as a clock melts with the sun 
Swan between clouds that dissolves when avert 
Infinite collapse a blue clear sky 
Salt vapor water 

Corpus to be found over the density of the sea 
Drops of mercury recovering the skin of elephants 
walk with chandelier steps 

Over the sand swirls the infinite image in mirrors. 

Forging polygons of gold among their back, 

Iron ties a divine force 

Unleash creative energy of transformation 

Words vanished by a divine pronunciation 

Dense thought of matter formation 

Time confronts the zero 

Sound of our ancestors 

Resonating in different forms of articulations 
Ancestral sound of mutilated tongues 



Hidden words with incomprehensible accents 
Inner-space of vibrations Interstitial geometric forms. 

Voracious dream transform in my eyes, 

Hives in bloom nest your sighs, 

Dreams flying above the earth created for us. 



VIII. The Egg 


Silhouette beneath the shadows of a fire 

As gold door that shines as the sun 

with the shadow of a god sitting in his chair of 

figures, 

comfortably appreciating the visions of the sky, 
profound eyes into the timeless universe. 

With my air for its breath 
With the thunder for its speech 

Any movement of its body a certain response for nature 
When it breathes the air blows with presence 
The car with two horses guide us towards the water 
drops of immortality 

looking for its highest self in the sky 
in the night beneath the constellation. 

As an astronaut vibrates the waves beneath the surface 
of earth 

Glance of the deepest creation 
Of a soft brush of perfection. 

The force of my stretching legs and arms pulling out 
furiously to remove the shell with a siren chant 
in the emptiness of the ocean. 

Under a tree I thought about the labyrinth 



I sight with a vision of expansion. 


Shaking below, Spinning above, 
in triangle distance of 
light years. 

The egg falls. 

With the eye towards earth, 

An elephant 

Stand next to mother earth. 



We walk together. 



IX. A Body within its Soul 


Many lives we met 
many times we separate 
Many others to re-encounter 
Until Fulfilment 
How can let you go? 

Coincidence meets within the same path towards life 

Crossing within the stretch hall 

towards the door 

that unify your mind and soul, 

Door made of gold, 

Sunlight holding the body. 

Is a patch of essence 

in your body with it’s innocence and beauty 
When meets the soul. 

Beautiful geometry marching between 
the air around magic spirals of transformation 
Portal of wisdom inside womb of nutrition 
Find your entire life in the embryo vision. 

Hunger of the lion with its astral body 
with desperate passion to feel the terrane 



To eat the fruit of the black sea 
to transform into ashes like a pomegranates 
To be melted in your lips while you smile for the 
knowledge, 

to feel pain for wisdom, 

ones on ecstasy, 

like a child in its womb. 

Lotus on the palm of my hands 
To revive the phoenix across your neck 
And the Red Seed burst in life 
Into the white bridge holding with its 
Blue planetary hand. 

If a kind destruction lean on me, 
then is a pre-destiny for goddess, 

such as letters written in the language of V Century, 
Or a libertine in-front of the China’s Great Wall, 

Cause’ we all are summer, 

therefore our extinction is forbidden. 

Same as the flowers immortality 
being reborn by its own seed 
Bodies saved inside statues 

with powers asleep waiting for the touch to revive 
Like a frozen flame of lyres followed by the sun. 


Set Piece. 



X. Extension of an unfinished poem 

Will the tune of the arch 
find the right vibration 
to attract the eyes 
From the clean sky? 

Merge in light singing to the oracle 
lighting stars of different shapes and colors, 
In search for the woman being reborn 
from the depths of the ocean. 

A singing tone, 
a meditation ohm 
resound in the echoes 
of the cave inside a door 
Of a hidden labyrinth, 
winds of unknown, 
voice of a woman 
at the end of the hall 
followed by the dust of a man 
hidden behind the statues 
to cape her active movement. 

The dust man appears 

with an air of terrific wind 



following her until she merges 
into the deep waters of the ocean. 

A window expand into the hall 

were woman sit in blues 

Windowing the sea, 

the eyes of salt, the air of sand, 

the deep waters of the ocean emerging 

The impulse of creation 

same as the egg falls 

in front of her power of attraction. 

Jump into the wide ocean! 

With strong eyes look at the sky! 

And keep swimming against the waves! 

Singing to the oracle 

from the depths of the ocean. 

Lost chords of a death chorus 
echoing around the immortality 
the Universe. 

While eye pose against the window 
awaiting for the spectacle, 

To admire 
the sea 



Venus! 
foam covers 
un-shell body, 
sense the sand 

with the soles of your feet. 


eye am. 



XI. Mars 


I saw a wonderful being carrying between its horns, 
the plunder carried by war went to the west. 

With powder climbed into the sky, 

A dew fall into the earth and the night is gone. 

No one knows the trail of him 

Unfurling his eyes for the first time 

In an alter reality with eyes closed all atmosphere is 

white, 

Walking through the sound of the moon, 

In its way, 

luminous rays clean their skin costume, 

eating the other dissolving all fear, ready to prepare 

the new earth. 

Nature search for signs of any alive soul, 

the sun doesn’t shine as it was a thousand years ago, 

A ring gives the orders to the heroes, 
a clear dialect, 

“May the man follows the red circle of gold” 

Soft moon floating in the sky, 

cover in blood absorbed by Mars interception the 
planet of warriors. 



The new earth blows the immortal air 
Mars warrior behind her back 
A force for truth, 

“Awaken be when against mirrors” 

The light is low, 

the night is bright, 

the sound of air is empty, 

Empty space fill with clarity, 

as if all bodies levitate in a calm breeze. 

The water of the sky fall to color our red temple. 
White swan appears on our clean lake 
the strength of the clouds impulses body beyond mind, 
there he taste the water of his golden cup. 

Hold by the arms of a shell. 



XII. The waters of the Great Sea 

How can I ever be lost in the heavens 
If the equilibrium 

the negative and the deity sculpt shapes 
To find itself in the eye 
Of pure knowledge 
Absorbed by other memory 

With eyes of life before its active motion 
Vision of an eternal being hidden inside a 
Somniuous Aeternam 

Collapsing in the waves of the great sea. 

If I reach the Island 
Were hands hold to bridge 
Into the house of the sun 
Wind blows in flutes 
Music ricochet in the chamber 
When the sun smiles to welcome 
As the tones transform and expand 
In Colors. 

Triangle shapes to hold the audience 
In the moon’s platform 
Light reflects in the waters 
Like an island surrounded 
Whispering tales of old sagas. 



Rivers of pain drain your blood 
Where the voice is hidden 
Into the mist of the ocean 
Breath among the waves 
And the soul emerge in there 
to embody your skin costume 
In between the monument 

Conform of columns dancing in equilibrium 
Of red in the middle of the ocean. 

Melancholy blinds the music given 
and a mirror imitates in a dark matter 
Of a candle extinguish the fire 
By the unfurl of the night. 


Kamikaze. 



XI11.Birdman 


Assembling wings to the warrior 
Fusiona of an angelic costume 
cup of twelve powers given 
The enigma holds you in between 
And drive you into all rivers. 

Into the celestial 

The message transfers 

As an extension of an accent 

Into a close chamber 

of divine ornaments falling 

into the center of the earth. 

Arms draw the path to the heavens 
Path of sonority levitates me 
into emptiness 

Circles Inverted for a spin in three 

Minos stands in front of me 

Black air blows from ashes 

His hands full of diamonds 

Beholding a thousand fugitive man 

Climbing in the air 

mountains of dust 

drown into a storm of sand 



Inside the desert 
Sentence to err. 

Choreography of the heavens 

manipulated strings 

With a pair of hands 

Fortune’s wheel in motion 

Circles appear in disintegrated matter 

vanished into shadow of a wide mouth. 

Dark path of marble columns 
eyes of the firefly blink until 

Star light falls from the sky in echoes of eternity. 

Hidden door with flowers sculpted in tones of gold 

Opens with colors for life. 

lions force with aspect of eager 

With hunger of a child 

Falls in mirrors into the abysm 

where water falls into a sea of clouds. 

There is a Lucy in the sky 
Diamonds fall from the 
Ashes of the night 



XIV.Spiral 


Spiral stairs holding me when eyes close 
And mind is latent with lucid visions of the 
Subconscious mind on resistance with steps 
On search of the path of liberation. 

Corners with silver shapes of warriors 
Protecting the only window 
Ramifications of an unequal extension 
between borders of a castle up in the sky 
and the abyss of the awaken world. 

Like Water Falling from the mountain 
To the river waves 

Same as the apple falls uncontrollably 

Into the sand of its earth rolling into an endless 

path. 

Window to jump down the garden 

That leads towards the living room 

With your lips to sit on 

Your time to smell 

your eyes Of Art 

and statues of a museum 

With open landscapes and massive 

Events with horses and donkeys with flowers in their 
back 

across the multitude of shapes and faces in the crowd. 



Up there in the darkness our eyes shine with images 
Of a matrix were we breathe your likeness, 

Enigmas our obstacle of the matter of same reactions 
As we search for you across the kingdoms that 
Holds itself in the dark sky. 



XV. Unusual Events of quotidian life 


Writings vanished and divided like puzzle 
Broken Pieces gravitate across the fifth avenue 
Of an untold story hidden in patterns set aside. 

Laboratories along the hall way projecting memories 
Of a big boy like a big bang saves its residues in 
The long way to Nevada Mars. 

Biosecurity alert of an instinct uncontrollable 
reaction 

Of the manipulated head, conditioned soul unable to 
hear 

The silence of this wind. 

Cinema theatre projected in the darkness of our eyes 
choreography motion of our codes like personality co¬ 
divides 

Our Neo cultures of a new hip way to react. 

Sterile fluid and Neutral Ph body reaction commanded 
By the hall ways of my pneumatic shape projected 
synchronicity of my steps to hit it in the right space 
With Oxygen in my lungs observing with my eyes 
The eye of another motion sequence in a long distance 
From the fifth ring to earth 

Holding your hand to the head of the moon until our 
story 



Is told in a puzzle way like. 

In my dream the lucid truth resides 
I swept down into the place with no enter 
And laugh between lights of projection. 

Pause. 

Holding the abyss of a negative effect 
Of a quantum wave in yellow chest 
With my arms I hold into a latent dream. 

Beneath the shadow of your essence 
Somewhere in between holding into 
Shadows with breeze behind my walk. 

Research of frozen capsid hidden in ancestral shapes 
Of Ice written sequence of monkey age 
Knowledge command the truth of our days. 

Magnetic corridor with cellular split 
Genomes of immortal immunity 
Supervisor coding numbers 
tracing the dance of life. 

Camouflage walk if the electric current 
in my body is in a blood stream charge 
Kiss of light in my shoulder scan 
OFF SOUND when my lizard skin 
Becomes one with the eyes in front 
and the codes of this corner 



Reflect into echoes! 

Towards the landscape of earth 
from the distance. 

The fall of the west house 
transformation, 

Trial of darkness, 

Eternal battle of the self distortion, 

Were the man breaks its camouflage of the years left 
behind 

and the horses run among the clouds 

Warriors in form of deities that merge 

Into the eternal light of the Sun, 

with the immortal waters of the Ganges River 

resound its eternal mantra 

in the depth of its vacuum 

Nourished matter of consciousness 

every particle of growth in the body of earth 

Is the fierce of the lion that merge from the rivers 

of desires and pulls the soul to eat itself into 

Its reincarnation. 

Pure desire of rebirth impulse us 
to complete what must be done. 

Shadow of the man walking trough the night 
were the mountain meets the vast emptiness 
of the darkness and the sun impulse itself 



towards the force of the immortal waters of the sky 
beneath the surface of our crown. 

Scriptures resemble a past life of a sacred text 

To revive among this darkness 

beneath the solar serpent 

facing the sun, equilibrating this system, 

from a lost chord. 

Embracing the space of matter destroyed 
between the clouds were the white temple resides 
and the gods of the immortal waters embrace their 
golden thrones 

against the shadow of King Sun 
Utters the moon into words of poetry, 
resonating its expansion against the wind. 

In Echoes against this corner of the earth. 

Numbers coexist in the air we breath 
Realign the axis with tones of similarity, 

Tectonic plates in equilibrium, 

Mountain of life 

Opening your eyes with the flowers 
Kissed by the sun every morning, 

I am falling under command. 

Darkness of the night embrace 
the colors of this earth’s nature 
as my shadow camouflage itself 



with its surroundings 

and my body losses itself into the vast night 

were the earth becomes the sound of the expanded night 

Covered by colors of light. 

Microwaves cooks my shape 

To walk into the echo of forgiveness 

Portal of blues is nothing but a dark tube. 

Matter of extended geometries 
parallel to each, mirror effect like. 

In Parallel motion raising consciousness 
For wisdom of the Universe. 

As into the wombs of a babies world. 

Walk a new in uncharted territory. 



XVI.lam, Eye am, I’m 


Equilibrium of lost tones 
Golden scriptures 

Reincarnation of a feminine to keep the feminine 

The Instrument of the divine 

Face of the eternal goddess 

Eyes of the greek statue 

Sight of liberation of my surrounding 

Words beneath the poetry sing and exhale trough the air 

Force of the Gaia finding re-alignment 

Grey matter colliding in white brain 

Tone that repeats 

Moon force of my number 

Faces in the clouds 

Story in the fire of Kalabhairaba 

Son of a resonant blue night 

Dissolves of obstacles 

Tone of atonement 

A breeze of liberation 

Wave from Jupiter into earth. 



XVII. Oh Sun 


A tube of darkness is like a blink of a frog 

with its eyes on us 

a sight of dust with an 0 shape 

radiating geometries of nature 

collapsing into Kaleidoscope atoms for bamboo 

shapes as tall baktuns holding the sky 

of heavens with electric clouds turn into 

An Eye with microscopic vision of the light in 

darkness. 

Inner mountain alive with a glimpse of the 0 sun light 
atoms brighten dust of immortality manifesting in our 
0 inner space with a flux of inner vibration receptive 
to what eye am 

elevation above the concrete layers of an outside 
reflection 

as the truth of our knowledge raising from the above, 
the skies are alter cognition and here below we dance 
together 

until we rise upon the shapes of 0 Sun vibration. 

Dust of the sun that covers the greens into an old 
frame of black 

and wait were the wind vibrates the breeze sound of 
palms waiving 



the sky and the stillness of the water absorbed by the 
inner sun 

draws its surroundings until the end of the world 
were the red pearls emerge as bubbles of sun in the 0 
hour 

shades transform into the dust of its darkness. 

Seed of delusion fall into earth like stars raining 

asteroid belt breezing into earth 

flying thoughts and wonders 

in between the Gap of the Immortal 

and the resemble of the past. 

Finding only stones flying around 
as settlements. 

Balance to the earth 
as we swim in lava 
Uncontrollable choreography 
of this earth coming 
Into the waves of the sea 
Gap between my hip moves in 
Triangles of protection 
In shape by the stars 

realign our axis with the twisted earth. 

Spirals fall from the clouds 
of the solar system 



Smoke ring were the Quetzal Fly’s 
back to track of a broken error 
From this century-collapse into Us 
while your race keeps on warning 
signs mode of the innocence 
dark spot of silence seed of gap 
between error re-types into my eyes. 

The sun smiles in patterns of a seed 
collide into it’s transformative gate, 
and again into the nourishment of corpuscles 
geometric plasm of mirrors in between our eyebrows. 

Message transfer up there on the Rec. mode 

up there in mistakes 

up there in the light show 

we spectacle see an amazing show 

in our skies at night 

were the blue lights collide 

in the cosmical event of Karmical force 

Transforming the errors of our yesterday. 

In a shaken skull find inside 
half-mechanical/half-donna 

And the repetitive track of a repetitive error 
Sitting in the back, 

Searching for a move and a jump up above 
Down to melt into the blues of the earth 



the immortal ebb and arrow hits 
Oh delusions of our karmic force! 
mutable energy shape 

Behind the sound of water falling from the stone 
Quetzal in the sky with eyes of electric human 
Ready to find its nature from the matter of my skin 
Inside the darkness of creation. 

Oh in my chest 

a kiss of fire in my lips 

trident of the immortal 

holding with me inside the 

Gravy train and love smiles 

It is what I am under command 

With the Oh Sun in my back 

Shadow in the steps I left behind 

And receptive emotion of the empathy 

Breaking our equilibrium in distortions 

Interrupt drowns me into a character 

Off imitation only to pick myself up 

Driving back into where I used to belong lost 

In the end of this world until eye finds its shape 

in the truth of Jupiter across the earth 

A magnetic power repairs the error 

Into the seed of it’s mechanical creation 

And turn, turn in time to time. 

Breath of fire expands 



And hits the door up in the sky 

In tube of creation from this earth melt 

into darkness between colors that pass 

trough our blood, the rhythm, 

the rhythm, 

the rhythm, 

the rhythm awakens us all 
As the earth pass trough 
The trace behind our Sun! 

Where the eager of the lion it’s inside the man 

inner voice eclipsed by the Immensity of the eternal 

depths of the ocean 

were it’s body melts into the waters 

as he scream only to find its voice dissolved 

into the crashing sound of the waves, 

drops of salt appears into the darkness of the sky 

and the man only walks within the shadow that surrounds 

him 

into the plasma of the center of the earth. 

Confusion of the emptiness as a blink inside the night 
collides with the worm hole waiting for dust to create 
the explosion ever seeing by the eye of the sea man 
but the immortal drop that conforms in its inner being, 
darkness that meets the darkness 
as blackbirds entering into the forthcoming night 
loosing their wings into the movement of the axis 



in its spiral form of dust white wizzard 
blow it’s breath of life. 

Hair of flowers with tongue trap 

inside the labyrinth tight in every corner 

as a knot of heads mutate the eyes 

that meet in the sorb of tea to speak 

behind the black hole that meets 

the back side of my body 

dust creates the wings of the black bird 

to fly into the cube of knowledge 

that unbound the knots that misplaced 

the mind of the past as a wall between 

the path of the truth that hides inside 

the external geometry of a living creation 

walking on the earth 

with its two legs arms and her tongue. 

A thought needs to recreate a feeling 

and ask myself where did I left myself behind 

as a colorful vision degrading into 

a black and white picture 

until you can no longer see the light 

as all is cover into darkness 

and the last glimpse of light 

jumps into the abyss were the letters 

of the alphabet collapse in a sphere 



were the sound of the last words 
of the biblical scriptures are on 
a speaker of his last trial. 

The Defibrillator with its latin instructions 
and the indifference of it’s charge 
a pulse of air into the violet cold skin 
whom decided to hold the red right hand 
of the samurai that turns 
Into a perfect situation of his motion 
actions settled as their unexpected results 
sequence of strategies 

that unfold even out of their components of matter. 

I look at the time, 

asking myself if is time to stand up, 
for respect, 

I must wait for the speaker to end its unexpected 
speech. 

Vanished body into the ground as melting into the time, 
into his time to separate its form from its substance. 
The rhythm of our predestined numbers, 
questions in the air, 
could it be the last? 

Inside the trial or into the repetitive latin sound 
losing itself into blood and tears. 

Dry air and the battle of angels 
blowing for the last breath in judge 



for the right path to take. 

Questioning the battle of a silent explosion 
atoms of electricity 

Dry tears as we walk against the wind. 

Research for a circuit to vibrate the energy 
within and reactivate the machinery of my body. 
Eye Walk away between thunders. 

The Maldek pulled into the above 
without a conscious decision off 
which path to take. 

Karmical shadow of the universe 
neighbors a solar system 
Stones to divide the spheres 
karmic junction 

are we meant to fall into the depth hill. 

Magnet to pull us down 

like a balloon full of water 

falling like the egg holding in its thread 

As it explodes in sunny rays. 

Karmical forces pulling life into a dissolved 

wall of stones round and round 

like the tick tock 

from the time spend in this moment 

pulling my brain into the delusion 

Puzzling to match the pieces of a lost memory 



spheres searching for the space 
in between like a gap 
or a word of an untold message 
hidden behind our chest. 

And never to found against the species 

with their codes and the space were they belong 

lost as fragments of the mind born to heal 

born to delusive born to see the lies of this world 

heard like sentences and lost like the language 

dissolve itself from tic to toe. 


Dark forces hold on into their nature 
or the negative charge of a displaced planet. 
Civilization ripen into the unknown force 
to duty the screen of their knowledge, 

Sensors for your obligations 
I lost the track of your nature, 
hidden behind the clouds of a facial expression 
jumping through the skies until 
you can not feel any speed of movement, 

Mutating dermis for an appearance to reopen 
the door to shuttle through the other side 
and break the maya holding this illusion 
behind the courting of a dream we call life. 
What pattern will earn the life we dream on? 



The fist that holds the root of the rootless return, 

Then repeat the lost memory of a vision hidden 

in our imagination of the past until the present 

In bury of images passing though between 

the random messages hidden inside 

knowledge of the transcendental 

spin across our galaxy 

The mirrors of a self existence human 

Blurred by the fog of the asteroids 

the wall of the never existed planet 

or a simple armature of stones, 

A little corner I found a door were I can jump 

into the innocence of our kind 

being human being, 

the only pathway for compassion. 

Mmhma 

Difficult I found to understand 

your mysterious pathway of transcendence, 

a unclothing way of cutting out the river, 

Hey here you are! 

Then dry the waterfall into an abyss 
while holding the tooth of your trace 
pulling yourself upon/on me, 
what a philosophy hidden behind the belt, 

To tire to make on earthly words that form 
a thought so. 



how to silent the mind? 


By death and life, 

removal every second, 

think we all want the silent present 

presence of the sun across 

its changing landscapes, 

Searching the right talisman to break the concept, 
to find a different motion into this reactions that 
boiled 

from the mechanical chemistry, 

this radiation could reset the messages hidden on the 
back seat? 

Back into the rhythm of being alive 
the splendor orange colors of the sun 
shadowing mountains of its legacy 
enlighten capsules of my hands 
may it shine while the light falls. 

Remember the words that left 

with its presence hidden in winds 

resembled between the lights that fall 

to shine the dark path when the sun fades 

and the night only bring the stars that shines 

in constellation mode. 

Unreal truth of my heard voice 
transformed by the thoughtless mind. 



Red bird fly into my window, 

make an extension of your wings to nourish 

my wings to spread away 

as the sun fades into the west. 

Here is where i come and fall into 
the geometries of my pleasure 
of life that breathes from the garden of eden, 
the shapes of the flower. 

Oh here i go transforming the triangle 
that sharps the armature of my aura, 

Breath of flowers, 
circle the inner space that expand 
from the geometries that breath 
the space of the alter dimension. 

The one who enlighten all darkness 

and remove all obstacles blurred from the sky gates 

to open in the infinite sound of the triangle shape, 

This water that flows infinitely 

as the world spins and the cascade sound 

that crash in between the shapes of the mountain, 

Oh lord, show me the way to reach the space 
I need to fulfill into the alter command, 

Infinite knowledge transcend through 

the smell of flowers while opening as the earth turns 

in its way, 

like a flush of the cascade, 

your words reverberate in my system. 



And took myself back from the delusion 
of a dreamless life of a living dream. 

The awakened dream of a memory 
past as we live 

from the yesterdays and equilibrate our future days. 
The path of our past enlighten 

the constellation guide us into the synchronize path 
of our existence so we can breathe the air of truth. 

A lost world drive my attention into a mindless 
distortion, 

trying to reconnect from the life, 

the only track of life on our solar system, 

always on command of... 

others searching for the feminine, 

the lost kingdom waiting for its revival 

in contractions of pleasure to rediscover 

knowledge of their lost patterns 

and so then be pulled again 

into the line of its command. 

Ants that scrabble in circles to find the sweet 
for the queen and being brought back again 
to reconnect with the blackness of life 
that forms the human inner space. 

The kind of life for the dreamless being 
living the realities dreamer, 



Picture of the dream, 

the reality of the subconscious state of the latent 
awareness waiting for its revival, 
falling like rain drops of knowledge, 
like stars from the sky, 

Becoming the matter of our nature, 

You catch me in the dream state 

almost real as the awareness of our fears, 

the sound of hypnosis, 

the motion of the only song across the timeless line. 
Sphere around travels the elliptical round of the 
memory of a present flight 

of the butterfly into the remembrance of a pause moment 
as a picture searching for its infinite feeling across 
the sun. 

Sun around with the inner channel 
moving between the equilibrium 
between the sun behind the sun across 
the sun aside the sun infant of the star 
pulls us into the state of gravity 
unifying the state of matter, 
the essence of our life, 
the rhythm of our hard beat. 

To walk for the orders of the one who walks above me, 
Who walks for me to transcend this words 



or this breath between the first and the last. 


The absence of our natural quality 
The bread in the table, 

The time to ask for a hand 
to feed the blood of our being. 

Elements of life inside the eye of this business 
We Take. 



XVIII. The Ritual 


Whom do you see if it’ isn’t me 
Smoke coffee 

Reflected in the mirror of the 
Calm waters searching for the rays to 
Wave our consciousness that synchronize us 
Into the eternal world we search in. 

The sound of the equilibrated universe 
The immortal suspended into the skies 
Of eternity moving its arms to warrior our steps and 
the waves of water bring the flowers of thousand 
petals. 

Pearls of white petals open 
When the earth turns 
Helicoidal opening. 

I saw the dreamless searching reality of a picture in 
a dream, 

reality of the subconscious state in a latent awareness 
waiting to revive, 

falling like rain drops of knowledge. 

You look at me 

watts in your eyes 

The wind of an evening 

The palm trees penetrate into the sound 

of the sea waves 

The wheels floating 



On the street 

Y’all nourish my blood with fate 
Red goddess from the yesterdays 
Coexist beneath the distance 
Digital blue print examine 
The eye that poison the throat. 

Channel of the inner noosphere 

Orchids seeds grow to command the truth of the inner 
soul. 

White magic of the external days 

Blues of fate that flowers inside the storm of the 
sun, 

Our patterns align our minds collide 
The Maya brought the soul in my back 
Sealing your power doubled. 

In codes of transcendence the plasma i touch 
in there our ritual will come. 

In the navel our dialogue find the words of the silence 
Middle point of alignment. 

What kind of ritual can be arrange? 

When eyes meet from the deepest dream 

the new language will awake in our ritual the only soul 
I will awake 

The distance flowers for the light we came 
Inside the cube our ritual will come across 
What eyes can you find to say goodbye 



Or the eternal silence of the deepest sight inside the 
sea. 

Vocals friction my skin in a deep breath where I sight 
again and your mouth touch the shoulders and bite the 
nude skin of an untouched woman with eyes in the sky. 
Her body rest between the sand and waters vanish into 
the sunlight that travels when the world spin around. 
Magnet pulls into the que of actions 

When never done I can only find the distortion inner me 
I found the key. 

Vocals friction my skin in a deep breath where I sight 
your mouth drinks the waters of the sea. 

The air pulls her into the garden 

The lost beat of the eye appear 

message to awake surrender in my ear 

The goddess in the garden surrounded by 

The geometries where the frequency align 

with the silence behind my steps 

The lion fights for the numerology of the future 

In the magnetic head with the shape of animal 

Where body can be sculpted 

In Human form into animal head out of its darkness 
There i met you across the waters 
Behind the fog of clouds 

Where the river follows its darkness, there i drawn and 
Breath back out in the distance of the river. 



And rest in its tiredness heathen in search 
For air above the shadows of a conditioned past 
A prayer to remove all tiredness from us. 

And the lion will roar with a ferocious wave. 

I hear you are calling 

I see your smile behind the magnetical chords 
Vibrating into the soil 

Where the root of compassion meets me behind the 
shadows of the sun. 

Impulse of healing to hold the body in the soul 
for the present life seal the inputs of death 
And activate the actions of your present life 
To flower with the red moon 

Trident impulses the waves of our existence 

Reality is never the enigma 

Could be the engrams of our creation 

Particles of you, could, I shape you for the midnight? 
Awakening as the rhythm of the sun, delightful manner 
of being 

Pituitary explosion in colors I will come. 

Could be our starting point 

Shadow of the moonlight, pull me into the abyss 
I enter into your garden 



The pathway into heavens 

In the grass I rest in echoes of our yesterdays 
Mirror effect of infinity 
A vision of you to revive your atoms 
Eye will shape you. 

The eyes in the clouds create thoughts in 

Positive shape, every thought is more powerful than the 

other. 

Inner space is purity and clean 

Every thought is connected and links into the finite 
self. 

Eye see your message in there 
I breathe the letters falling to this moment 
in a sweet sweet way, 

Tell me what you meant 
I give all my eyes into the horizon, 
the place we meet, 

I read your message, 
i feel you, 

saying goodbye for now 
In a new tomorrow 
I will hold you. 



Guess in blooming transformation need a higher rate of 
spin. 

A click and I lose the message hidden behind the blind 
thoughts 

impulse to recreate the sky bleeds when the sun turn 

into the west and crash against the clouds 

when the red dragon fly out to the horizon 

chest under command and my eyes up 

into the main source of our creation merge in 

compassion 

I will fix what is holding us against the space of 
emptiness 

when I shot my eyes ... 

When you close my eyes to catch a dream in between 
and find the roots of our creation 

Loose yourself into the darkness of your own creation 
same as the moment of birth crossing the channel of 
darkness 

to find what fulfill the deepest desires that brought 
you into this life 

chain of drops only made to swim into the waters of the 
immortality. 

Individual experience. 

In the dark night the blues 
shiver my skin your presence 
Above meeting in dreams as 
Friction in my skin. 



I am here now you can breathe me 

From the distance and our collective mind patch the 
waves 

Of our frequencies in a tone of liberation. 

I close my eyes and merge into the nothingness of our 
space 

And lose the words running towards me, 

Collide in distortion our collective mind. 

Candle shadows the animal 

vision projected in my third eye, 

a dynamic movement of my body 

is catalyst and the sky project its light 

into the electrical cloud that shines as if gold 

has blown for its splendor. 

A walk into the clouds of gold, 
the storm feels near, 

the grey clouds hold tears of a gone feeling 
my finger prints touch in a prayer. 

No investigator holds my thoughts 

and the water falls with the blues of a far away sky 
behind the dark cloud were the angels hide 
and they show their presence in the color shape 
of a clear blue heaven. 



The energy of my hands heal the pain caused by the 
explosion, 

the frequency of my being resonates as the flower in 
bloom. 

Suddenly a vision of an old old dream 
Sensing my todays. 

Years and Years of questions about it 

only to dig into an endless path between life 

and... 

The Thoughts burn by the gas of television 
and the waves of a conditioned mind surround the 
atmosphere 
to drill and drive. 

On Command. 

I walk into a garden surrounded by plastic cups 

and sit to eat the soup of a daily meal: 

heath on hydraulic concrete with a muffle smoke and 

crispy sunny ray 

reflected on mirrors. 

Aromas of a midday. 

Heathen. 

We can not avoid the day on earths surface spinning 
across the sun. 



My mind is enlighten with a slow motion 
vision of a postal card 

Without control to write or how I would like to write 
i t. 

Automatic text. Ah! 

I sight to see the clouds of a coming storm. 

The thunder charge my atoms 

I remember my dog now I feel So happy to love my dog 
when I hold it and cries from the electric shock coming 
from my hands. 

Impossible to remember from were this energy transfers 
into me. 

I know nobody can do me no harm, 
because this happiness radiates me. 

The comfort thought of no having another mouth 

next to me and taking this time for me or perhaps., for 

us 

if a collective mind and the waves of my mind in this 
world. 

clutch into neutral of a thoughtless whole 

and a visual post card with sound of my surroundings. 

Inside the Laboratory a neutral self machinery, 

An echo of a far away yesterday controlling the light 
of our earth, 

decisions arrive to earth in the echoes of a long 
distance 

like a mirror effect from the system of our system, 



and we evolve regards of the surrounding. 

From earth I see and behind the stone belt I turn 
around like a microwave, 
preparing towards a new time 
to globalize and command. 

The earth spins around with no consequence 

the star light gather among us to receive the outputs 

of this universe. 

The history of our nature, 

human products that transcend in knowledge 

and another world command 

Our eyes meet in a second 

already knows an entire day, 

We are so excited to trap the situations were we 

synchronize with you, 

cause we just live next to you. 

A human contact brought us into life 
the pyramids turn with our magnetic field, 
we breath from the volcanic exhalation 
transfer into a higher knowledge. 

The pulse of the night with the rhythm of the beat 
of a bombing blood with a pulse of thunder 
that nourish the interstitial air of my body, 
while the hours dissolve thin as the red sand 
of the wadi rum seeing with my eyes. 



Eye observe a transparent crystal reflecting 

the blood of a god scatter by the dusk light of the 

lighted dawn, 

A red crimson deviate my view into the distant desert 
divided between the transformative sun 
and the flush of the coming night. 

The time were the feather of birds are yellow and red, 
a journey commence 

In the spiral we can find the mirror of the past 
century 

were the shell of gold its buried with all what’s 
beauty, 

all what’s precious. 

Inside a mountain, were the life is ancestral, 
and the hidden creatures rise at night to tell the 
story of their lost patterns and their condition of 
change the inner magic of their beings. 

My steps abandon the city to undertake my road, 
we walk behind the sun, 

Until we found a clear sky near the vibration of 
Kailaash. 

We left behind a mediterranean sea with waves of 
humanity walking 

towards a welcome land and a trillion floating to cross 
the darkness of empty black night ocean of silence and 
eternal cry, 

homes broke behind screaming for a soccer game 



GOL! 


Chambers of the mediterranean breeze hold my desire of 
belonging to this earth 

and drowning in the thirst of a new country, 
blinded by the tanned skin of the sun. 

In the distance a crowd lays in the sand of vanity 
surfing waves, 

picturing the city with its buildings and apartments, 
empty houses and lofts with things falling from the 
wall, 

the favorite new track running errand behind me. 

So I left behind a voice searching for the thoughts 
that create a loud message, 
lost between the corners, 
following the chants of a spirit. 

I left behind a blanket of people laying on the street 
in search for a place to live in, people floating in 
the sea searching for a better life 
or a drop of water with a blink in left eye. 

Nothing to recycle. 

Just the questions of life 

and the remembrance of the flowers that bloomed a path 
behind my steps before walking into the abyss of an 
endless dark hall of fame and the distance of a blurred 



Sky from the industrial fog 
Were the birds still fly high. 

I am Behind a projection 

into a wall that transforms the visions of my distorted 
perception 

and a wave of tiredness from a conditioned mind 
on sleep while the red lights fly around, 
wonder what scene will be placed tonight. 


A sense of darkness and its transparent fear, 

same as a new born 

opens the umbral in the sky 

and swims into a new path of knowledge. 

FulfiIment. 

I stand up to hit the floor 

and vanished into a shock of light. 

Like eclipse by the light that sight me 

Bold sharp in front of me 

Holding my words 

For the channel to shine along. 



Estrella 

Victoria 


With me.. 


Galactica Amarilla 8 
Mx. A 6/04/2020 



EspiraJ de un viento metaffsico.. 

La forma puede ser bamboleada por el viento y las 
paJabras formas que nombran a las cosas tangibles e 
intangibles, el poema se convierte en un cuerpo de 
formas en el espiraJ infinito que el viento moldea. 

Pero el viento en su rum bo invisible nos I leva a universos 
distintos amaneciendo o anocheciendo en estrellas, 
centellas en el agujero negro de los suenos. 

0 poema respira dentro de una estructura semejante al 
alma, es comienzo o final, no lo sabemos. la poeta lo 
sabe, y ha abierto la semilla en la humedad del viento 
noctumo, con el nectar que multiplica a la especie. su 
especie azul y sus palabras en el universo impredecible 

del poema; 

"Vacio como el universo que nos sostiene / eterno como 
la oscuridad creadora de materia/ Nicho de la semilla 
que por ser se nutre/ cuerpos proveniente de dos y que 
un vacio les acaricia como/ El viento infinito de marzo.” 

La poeta marca la ruta de los vientos; “Distorsiones de la 
Flor que se adentra al sexo/ Y que se acumulan en el 
cuerpo del tercer ojo/ Distorsion demente/ Antena de 
pensamientos/ Y asi elevar”. 

Esoterismo de lo intangible, o mejor la metafisica de un 
cuerpo plantado en la tierra en cuya verticalidad esta la 
luz que irradia el ojo de sus manos. 

La espiral en la magia de sus manos se abre en petalos 
noctumos mientras el rocio babea las delicias 
Del amanecer en su cuerpo que canta en el espejo. 

Ingrid Arguelles nos lleva en sus redes, como arana que 
teje con palabras su pensamiento en un cielo azul bajo la 

luna llena. 

Para mi Ingrid teje sus palabras desde la I de su nombre, 
interrogante, de una poeta con nosotros. 

Alejandro Rosales Lugo. 

Abril 2020 

Ingrid Arguelles Ureflo, nacio en Texas. Realizo estudios 
odontologia y obtuvo el pcemio finalrsta de poesia Ariadna 2018 
La obra Spiral (2020) es su segundo llbro de 

poemas. 



